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imitation of herself—a comically sedate procession. Fortu-
nately I lived in the back of beyond, and never crossed her
path.
I find myself still wondering to what extent Munthe influ-
enced her life and character, for influence he must have had.
No one could live in the shadow of his company and not be
affected. Although he was by no means infallible, his opinions
carried conviction. They were carefully and seriously thought
out. He was able to dominate one with his knowledge; he
had read everything that was worth while in English, French,
German and Italian without the meagre mediumship of trans-
lation.
His tastes and talents were wide and varied: he knew about
music, and one could listen for hours while he played the piano*
He was a connoisseur of Greek sculpture. Periodically he would
produce some marvellous Greek fragment and explain he had
fished it up from the sea. His house was like a museum.
Above all he was a student of Nature. He loved animals
and knew about flowers and trees and birds with the instinct
of an elemental. The great tragedy of his life was his affliction
of the eyes, which cruelly divorced him from his two greatest
loves—the sun and the sea.
Whatever effect he may have had on others in his environ-
ment I do not know. Perhaps he " treated" each in an
individual way. In me he sowed the first seeds of Bolshevism I
The word was then unknown. Call it what you will, Munthe's
teaching where I was concerned, fell on fertile soil. He upheld
the simple life, and the sharing of whatever one possessed.
When my father sent me a present of a hundred dollars, Munthe
made me give twenty-five dollars to my maid. He said I had
no right to keep it all for myself. His strictures concerning
food were equally emphatic. No one required the varieties
of food that are served habitually in " courses." One might
eat plenty: there was no virtue in going hungry, but one
needed only one course. At his table one ate a peasant dish
piled high with rice and vegetables, etc., and perfectly excellent,
as Italian peasant food knows how to be.
Meanwhile my mother, my poor mother, was so bored on her
mountain top. Nor could she decide in her own mind whether

